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Power, Politics and Committment 
; freddaniels 

ONE does not set fire to the 
roof and then go to bed. 

The crow 

Each generation must out of relative 
obscurity discover its mission, 
fulfill it, or betray it. 

Firstly, the reader should recognize how this writer feels about definitions. In the book, Alic 

in Wonderland there is a debate between Humpty Dumpty and Alice around the questions o 

definitions. The debate: 

‘When | use a word,’ Humpty Dumpty 

said, in a rather scornful tone, ‘It 

means just what | choose it to mean. 

Neither more nor less.’ 

‘The question is,’ said Alice, ‘whether 

you can make words mean so many different 

things.’ 

‘The question is,’ said Humpty Dumpty, 

‘who is to be master. That is all. 

The writer thinks that Lewis Carrol is correct. Those who can define are the masters. The 

white society which controls production and communication defies Blacks in both negative and 

ambiguous terms. Check your Thesaurus; it is no coincidence that 60 adjectives have negative 

connotation when speaking of African-Americans. Black in itself is symbolically negative. 

However, we are a Black people and Africa in our home. There is no escape through assimilation. 

Because western society has defined the generations to come as black, after recognizing that over 

aggressive white women and men could bear children. So underlying any analysis is a people’s 

right to define. 

The seed of conflict and achievement that are planted in one decade are harvested in another, 

the 1960's can then only be understood when looked at from the vantage point of the 1950’s. 

This is where the present illusions began. 

History. Overview. There are four major events in the fifties that greatly shaped the 

consciousness of many black people of all ages: 1) The 1954 Supreme Court Decision 2) The 

Montgomery Bus Boycott 3) The lynchings of Emmett Till and Charles Pareker 4) The Little 

Rock School “‘Integration” crisis. 



Of these events the boycott of Montgomery was primary. 

One of the crippling effects of colonization was that many blacks believed that ‘‘niggers ain't 
Ld 

shit’ and “‘niggers ain’t go’n never get together.’ These self-destructive and potentially 

self-fulfilling prophecies were common throughout the United States during the fifties. 

Therefore, when the Montgomery bus boycott, under the stewartship of Martin Luther King, Jr., 

started in Alabama, it had a tremendous empact on black people. A black woman sat and 

remained seated in the front of a Montgomery bus, when law required that she be seated at the 

yack of the bus. 

Finally the image of nine young people, especially young black girls walking through howling 

mobs of white people in Little Rock, Arkansas in 1957, intensified the minds of many of us and 

further strengthen our determination to do something. It became quite clear that this 

consciousness had to be mobilized. 

Blacks were not as naive as some native observers might exclaim, in divinely believing the 

white man was good and would yield under moral persuasion. The rise of black nationalism and 

the strength of the Black Muslims contest this fact. Frederick Douglass, Nat Turner, Denmark 

Vesey, A. Phillip Randolph and Marcus Garvey had taken their toll. History’s potency is mighty! 

It would be an overstatement to say that the slave accepted slavery, this contradiction of the 

happy-go-lucky menial myth is evidenced by the continuous revolts. But the odds were too great 

for effective change and protest. Therefore, the salve had to deal or die, he had the options of 

slavery and servitude to death. Many chose to live for the day when the odds would change. So 

dealing with numbers and correctly characterizing images is only necessary for those in authority 

who want either to question or define history. An image is a chimera. It is always 

changing—always appearing differently from different perspectives. Its foundation becomes its 

sense of truth about the times—the anxiety, ambiguity, and opportunities of the moment 

defined. 

_ The sixties was finally ushered in. On February 1, 1960, four black students sat at a “white 

only” lunch counter in Greensboro, North Carolina, and ordered coffee. News of the activity 

spread and students all over the South took head. On April 17, of the same year, the Student 

Non-Violent Coordinating Committee was formed of mostly young black college students. 

In Monroe, North Carolina, Robert F. Williams was practicing active self-defense as opposed to 

Jassive non-violence. His form of struggle would provide an omen to the future. 



The 1960’s reached a ceremonial climax before it was well under way with the historical 

March on Washington. This was believed to be a monumental turning point in jobs, education and 

housing for black people. However, this giant picnic did not produce one job. After the death of 

Kennedy, the Congress passed the 1964, 1965 Civil Rights Act telling black people specifically 

that the thirteenth, fourteenth, and fifteenth amendments to the Constitution were correct. That 

the United States should openly condone, not inforce, fair housing, jobs and education. 

In 1965, February, Malcolm X died. In August of the same year, Watts cataclysmatically 

exploded. Property damage in Los Angeles exceeded $200,000,000, thirty-five people were killed 

and hundreds wounded. A man’s house does not burn if his business is in order. 

The connotations of the civil rights struggle would involve the growing definition of a “black 

revolution.” In the coming years white people became initially frightened by something called 

Black Power in 1960. Fear did not last long for white people, because before long a president 

would endorse the term, the press would destroy the term with glaring generalities of violence, 

and Black Power leaders were to be bought off, purged, exiled, and put under house rule. 

The sixties awakened the dream. A more extended belief that America was decadent and racist 

existed. The Muslims grew and blacks grew to believe more in self-reliance. Slogans of ‘’Black is 

Beautiful” and ‘Pan Africanism” joined the panorama of a particular insight that began to 

encompass a generation of people. The insight to recognize the consciousless power of the white 

man against the powerless consciousness of the black man produced a movement based on power 

instead of influence. 

A revolution began to take its toll, a revolution based on power, a positive self-identity, 

dethroning the liberals, and internalizing the struggle. The philosophies of Garvey and Malcolm X 

had been integrated to the black intellectual, students, and the majority of black people. The 

“Civil Rights Movement’ gave way to the Black Revolution. The revolution was a change in 

attitude and approach. Blacks revered what they were and concluded that jobs, education and 

housing was more important than integration. The revolution among blacks increased the scope 

of tactics and public rallying for non-violence was displaced by a resolve to handle our problems 

by any means necessary. 



An analysis is not complete without a projection. 

Every people must go through a period of separatness. The colonized people of North America 

can only, can only rise up when we recognize that ‘‘our’’ governments power become tyranny for 

their people. 

Blacks must 1) preserve and strengthen their own cultural integrity 2) must support and 

initiate counter institutions 3) have power invested in the black community and 4) must 

recongize that we are our people. Beautiful Black People. Salaam. 

If a crow should fly over 

this roof, it will 

have to carry its rations for 

many days. 



Black Education for Our People 
By Chuck Hopkins 

One of the most persistently shouted slogans in recent years has been, ‘’Education is the key 

to the solution of the Negro problem.”’ This slogan simply means that Black people have tc 

become educated in order to advance in this society Because we recognize the simple truth of 

that statement, Black people have devoted considerable time and energy in an attempt to educate 

ourselves; but, having accepted white people’s definition of what education means, we failed tc 

see education in a perspective that is relevant to Black existence. This is to say that instead o 

viewing education as a too; to improve our environment and our status as a group, we have beer 

using education as a means of individual advancement and consequently we have helped tc 

perpetuate the status quo in terms of the structure and institutions of American society. We a: 

Black people have fallen far short of obtaining what realistically could be termed ‘‘education ” 

It is necessary to point out that we are not talking about an ivory tower concept of educatior 

which spawns philosophical nice-to-know-but-impossible-to-use knowledge. We are talking abou’ 

functional, education, education that will provide us with the true knowledge of our physical 

political, economic, and cultural existence; and the true knowledge of our relationship to white: 

within that existence. The education that we speak of should teach us who we are, where we 

came from and where we are, in order that we can be about determining where we want to gc 

and how we are to get there. It is crystal clear to us that as it is presently conceived anc 

structured, the entire American educational process deos not provide us with the kind o 

functional knowledge to meet the needs and aspirations of the Black community. From Projec 

Headstart up to and including Ford Foundation doctoral programs, we are being programmed tc 

serve American society as it is, i.e. to maintain the status quo, rather than being taught what we 

need to know in order to serve our people. 

While the Black community continues to suffer under the oppression of American racism 

liberal buffoons persist in advocating programs such as open housing and Black capitalism tc 

solve the problem. Such programs are revealed to be nothing but facades for a new covert anc 

cynical oppression of Black people by racist, white America. It is necessary to clearly point ou’ 

that for us, living in a house next door to white people is in no way a panacea for ending white 

racism; it is also necessary to point out that because we recognize that the laws of capitalism 

apply to all, we therefore can see no differences between the oppression of Black exploiters anc 

the oppression of their white counterparts. 

We submit that one of the major reasons why no meaningful programs have been suggested o1 

implemented to deal with white racism is that the supposedly ‘‘experts”’ trained in the American 

educational process either know nothing about or simply refuse to recognize the needs and 

aspirations of Black people. And it is obvious that the bulk of the responsibility for this lack ot 

action lies in the simple truth that Black people who are oppressed by the American nation 

cannot look to that same nation to deal in any effective way with the origins of their oppression. 

It is simply ridiculous for liberals (white and negro) to continue to speak to Black people about 

“making progress within the system ”’ If the American system is the cause of Black people’s 



yopression, it would be utterly insane to assume or even hope that that same system would of its 

wn free will liberate Black people and thereby destroy itself. 

‘It is this reality that points to the obvious need for an educational process that is relevant to 

ind thus serves the needs of Black people. And it is clear that in order for such an education to 

ulfill its role, it must employ a revolutionary approach to equip Black people with the 

‘nowledge and skills to gain and maintain our independence from American oppression. To this 

nd, we believe that the following criteria can serve to measure the relevancy of any educational 

yrocess to Black people: 

1. The degree to which the education functions as a forum for the discussion of problems that 

confront Black people. 

2. The number of community organizers that are trained in the educational process. These 

organizers must be aware of the Black community's needs and desires. They must have a 

thorough knowledge of the means by which Black people can satisfy our wants. 

3. The number of school teachers that the educational process trains. When we speak of school 

teachers we mean Black teachers, teachers who have a vested interest in, and functional 

knowledge to dispense to, our children. 

4. The number of funconal intellectuals provided by the education. By functional intellectuals 

we mean Black people who possess the vision to see problems that will confront our people 

in the future and who have the knowledge and courage to advocate programs that will 

work to solve these programs. 

5. The degree to which the educational process functions as a focus point for the study and the 

propagation of Black culture. When we speak of Black culture we mean exactly that. The 

racist myth that Black people have no culture is outmoded and irrelevant to our purposes. 

We recognize very clearly that culture is nothing more or less than a group //fe-sty/e which 

flows from its contemporary environment and its historical experiences. Culture is 

manifested in the mustic, art, customs, world view, language, etce., of that group. All ethnic 

groups have a culture and in a society of many ethnic groups (such as America) there can 

be no such thing as ‘‘subculture.’”’ It is erystal clear to us that for Black people no such 

educational process exists that can meet the criteria which we have listed. It is because of 

this vacuum that we see a very urgent need for the establishment of the correct educational 

process for Black people. 

In advocating the correct kind of education for Black people, we wish to make it very clear 

that for us relevant Black education is not embodied in the all encompassing cliche-“’Black 

Studies.’’ The danger in this frequently used cliche is that it has an implicit rather than explicit 



meaning. This is to say that everyone assumes that the term ‘Black Studies’’ means the same 

thing as it does to everybody else. The real tragedy results when these undefined terms are given 

the facade of programs designed to meet the needs of our people. So called Black studies 

programs which are based upon vague cliches are easily implemented by the white power 

structure because, lacking any analytical base and direction, they can be used to give the 

appearance of changes and concessions by whites when in fact they only serve as reinforcement: 

for the very thing that they supposedly attack. It is with these thoughts in mind that we must 

emphatically reject the institutionalization of so-called Black studies programs on white 

campuses. As far as the predominantly Black campuses are concerned, we submit that the term 

Black studies is an irrelevant one. It is clearly contradictory for an institution to claim to be 

Black and at the same time have contained within it a small section designated Black studies. It 

the institution is Black and therby meeting the needs of Black people, then what purpose does its 

Black studies section serve. We believe that the problems facing our people require a total and 

full-time effort on our part to solve them, and therefore we must reject the haphazard 

institutionalization of Black studies programs. 

In rejecting Black studies programs as they now exist in educational institutions, it become: 

necessary for us to define clearly what we mean by Black studies or Black education that we car 

accept as relevant. First of all, we must understand the term ‘’Black.’’ We submit that “Black” i: 

defined as a life-style which is based upon the practice of communal cooperation as opposed tc 

the practice of individual competition. The kind of individual needed to establish, propagate, anc 

participate in such a culture must possess characteristics that lend themselves to the developmen 

of a cooperative spirit. The means of producing such an individual brings us to the second part o 

our term, ‘‘studies”’ or “education.” 

When we speak of the ‘‘means of production,’”’ we are in fact speaking of the educationa 

process. It is the function of the educational process to produce the kind of individual that < 

society needs in order to perpetuate itself. It has the task of instilling the individual with the 

“correct’’ kind of values, reference points, traits of character, mental stance, etc. in addition tc 

supplying him with the “‘correct”’ kind of knowledge and skills. By ‘‘correct’’ we mean that whict 

is necessary for the social order to survive and the individual to become a functional part of tha 

order. We submit, then, that Black education is that form and content of education that i: 

necessary for the establishment, survival, and propagation of B/ack culture as it has been defined 

When we understand this definition of Black education, it becomes even more clear to us that the 

goals and aspirations of white America are diametrically opposed to our own. 

Black people, then, must build and control our own educational process based on ar 

ideological foundation which will ultimately bring about liberation and self-determination witt 

the security to maintain a lasting separation of Black people from American racism. 

Ul 



Black Community and the Student 
By John Hudgins 

The first thing we need to do is redefine the topic of the paper through directing ourselves to 

those things out of which such a topic arises. In the spirit of Blackness the implied distinction 

should not exist. 

Colored people have a tendency to seek prestige through stereotyping or grouping themselves. 

Often such grouping is the product of a striving toward whiteness. Thus many persons seek to 

distinguish themselves from them out there. Quite frequently college students (Black) have 
sought to place themselves on a pedestal very much apart from other non-academic Black people. 

Perhaps the peak of such discrimination is found among the ‘‘middle class college educated Negro 

professional.”’ 
Malcolm X was very perceptive when he described the above situation in a manner that 

suggests, we all is niggers in the eyes of the white man. Most Black students fail to recognize or 

take into consideration this fact. We are oppressed not because we are uneducated, not because 

we went to the wrong school, not because we made bad grades in the wrong major but because 

we are Black and that is the one and only reason. When one becomes a student he does not, 

cannot, and should not think he loses his Blackness, the mst important factor of his oppression. 

The Black Community in America has always been defined and described by white America. 

One is not a member of a new community when he becomes a student, at least not outside of his 

own mind. The only basic distinctions that America has made is between ‘House niggers and 

field niggers,’” and you will note they are both niggers. What then does this say to the typical 

Black student? Simply that he must make certain things clear in his mind. He either is or he ain't. 

Physically, sociologically and politically he cannot escape membership in the Black community. 

The major factor that we must deal with is the mental aspect of community. Unless one 

recognizes his common identity and existence in any entity then functionally he is not a member 

of that entity. 

Black people are slowly beginning to recognize that when one Black ass is kicked all Black 

asses are kicked and that no Black person is free and human until all Black people are free and 

human. When a “‘‘student’’ becomes an advocate of this concept or when he realizes the validity 

of this analysis, then his existence as a member of the Black Community is no longer a hang-up. 

Let us just drop the ideological argument and deal with practicality or simple facts. Imagine if 

you will that the Black people of this particular locality are the Black people of your “‘home” 

locality, your friends, your brothers, sisters, your family. Is there then any question of your 

belonging? If this attitude becomes dominant in one’s thinkings and dealings then his 

“membership” in the Black community becomes manifest. 

In terms of activity where then does this position leave a Black student? | honestly contend 
that a Black student’s basic obligation is not to his grades, his career. his school or anything else 

but to his people. Furthermore this feeling should extend to the point that any either-or situation 

is resolved in a manner favorable to the interests of the larger Black Community of which he is a 

part. 
What does such a commitment entail? The primary concern becomes that which is oriented 

towards the liberation of a people. This involves the breaking down of distinctions based on 

white man’s reasoning. The label ‘student’ is a second or third rank distinction. Usually in any 



situation other distinctions will influence how one is treated before the student thing is brought 
into consideration. Perhaps one of the most discouraging aspects of Negro life is that in America, 
education does not make the man, only color. Perhaps when America is changed from this mode 
of existence then the concept of student as distinguished from the Black community will merit 
discussion 

In reality the distinction ‘student’ is of no more value than religious affiliation in the Black 
Community. As Malcolm said you ain’t oppressed because you a Baptist or Methodist but 

because you Black. While a student is well thought of generally because of the potential he 

possesses in terms of the American dream, most Black people realize that he is ultimately “just 

one of us.”’ 
Given the above, Black students must begin to say us and we instead of them and they out 

there. It is no longer a question of how we help or contribute to the Black Community but how 
we free ourselves of the white oppression of which we all are victims because of our skin color. It 

is no longer a question of what we do for the Durham Community but what we do for Black 
people, realizing that we are Black people who happen to be students and not students who 

happen to be Black. 

There have been Black Students since Booker T. did his thing, and Black people are still 
oppressed. There have been Black lawyers, doctors, teachers, etc. and Black people are still 

oppressed. The condition of Black people is not an academic entity but a state of political 
existence. If Black people are to be free and human, then Black people must function as a 

community united in Blackness to rid ourselves of white oppression. One becomes truly 

committed when he is able to say, to yell “‘to hell with students and on with the Black 

Community.’ It is only in the Black Community that any Black hopes or dreams (including 

academic ones) can be fulfilled. When we graduate it is from where we came to where we must 
return. One does not gather answers in formal education that will yield a miracle of liberation 

when he is “‘educated.’’ His common interest, presence, existence and oreintation must remain 

manifest in the Community of which he is a part. Oppression is not rented in degrees neither is it 

resisted or destroyed in degrees. It is all or nothing, we either are all free or you ain’t free. 

Students are no closer to the ‘“‘American Dream’’ than anybody else Black, regardless of the 

“propaganda.” 

| know no distinctions, it is only Black that | am and Black | shall remain. | am neither 

American nor other; | am Black. | am neither male nor female; | am Black. | am neither educated 

or dumb; | am Black. And | am neither student nor otherwise; | am Black, and Black | shall 

remain. Understand mother-fucker. 



Reflections on a Mean Black Thing 
By Black Spirit 

Coltrane, Monk, Fleck, Jones--these are more than names, for the beings which these symbols 

represent are physicians of the spirit of blackness. The funkiness of Trane and Monk, the 

soul-ripping notes of Fleck, and words of LeRoi Jones that strip your heart naked and bring tears 

to your mind--all these things are blackness as it is most beautiful. All these things are the 

remnants of a people’s being which can and must be the foundation for the resurrection of black 

spirit. The notes bite, they tear, they soothe, they love, they caress, they make you wanna 

scream. They make you wanna laugh till you cry, or cry till you die. Without culture, a man has 

no history, without a history man has no ideritity, without identity a man cannot be aman. In 

the struggle for freedom which we call revolution, black culture must assume its role as a source 

of inspiration, of pride, of unity and of anger toward those who seek to destroy it. It must make 

a man feel good when bad is all he can see, must soothe him when his spirit is battered and 

beaten, and it must inflame him when he is transgressed. 

The beauty of blackness is worn on the faces and souls of 7/8 ths of the world, and it must be 

nourished, it must be maintained at all costs, for when black people see themselves as reflected in 

the mirrors of the black experience, distortions created by white ‘‘culture’’ will no longer stand, 

will no longer oppress. Each time a black voice is lifted in an attempt to expose the beauty of its 

owner, and each time a black soul screams for recognition and for the right to be free, black 

culture expresses itself full, vibrant, soulful, wonderful. A horn in the hand of Adderley, a script 

in the hand of Sanchez, a poem in the hand of Giovanni, can be as gentle as the passage of time, 

as savage as a Harlem winter, as cool as lunch counter service and as warm as hot. 

In Black culture we hear the voice of black souls screaming for freedom, singing for joy, and 

crying out in pain. It is all of this and more, for in it we find not only notes, words, forms, beats, 

nd colors, we find ourselves. 
ae pas 5 Anonymous Note to Nobody 

Surrounded by ghastly white 

Smiled at through bars of Injustice 

BLACK SPIRIT is stifled, trampled, kicked, lied to an 

generally fucked all around by the powers that be 

That be, that be, that be, that be, that be like a hamma ready to 

fay at amoments notice, ready to spill Blackbrains on 

the sidewalk and BLACK SPIRIT on the back door of nothingness 

Ready to say no, no, no, no, no way baby, ‘cause “‘youdon’tquitecomeuptoourstandards”’ 

Come up, come up, come up, come up like the puke in my throat 

that wants to see the world every time BLACK SPIRIT look 

into that Nowhere face with it’s Nowhere eyes and that damn 

stupid grin thats saying everythingwillbeallright, dontgonowhere-------- 

Well okay Nowhere man_ , you gon-get yoa wish, BLACK SPIRIT aint 

goin nowhere----------- only this time, when SOMEBODY gets fucked, 

Nobody----------- gonna die 



A fricans and A frican-A mericans 

By Edafe Oddo 
The relationship between Africans and black Americans dates back in history. Generalizations 

can be tricky. Nevertheless, we can definitely assert that many educated black Americans have 

been interested in Africa and Africans. Some of the interested black Americans felt that it was 

incumbent upon them to go back to Africa, so that they could help their homeland become 

great, and others felt that their fate was inextricably tied to their cultural heritage and racial 

origin. In the opinion of the latter, to free Africa and Africans was to free the black man 

everywhere. 

DuBois and Garvey did a great deal to redefine the black American in relation to Africa. Both 

men attempted to bring forth a new African orientation in the black American community. The 

United Negro Improvement Association, the African Community League and the various Pan 

African conferences attest to the failures and the successes of the efforts of these men and their 

associates. 

However it must be admitted that there were many educated black Americans and numerous 

less literate ones who did not consider Africa and Africans positively relevant to their well being. 

The Negro Convention, for instance, felt that it was in the interest of the free Negro to dissociate 

himself completely from any tie with Africa. But in the main, prior to 1950 many educated black 

Americans made sincere efforts to improve the channels of communication between themselves 

and the Africans. 

A natural question then, is why has so long a history of interest been rather poorly rewarded? 

Let us remember that the number of people seriously involved in these efforts was by no means 

overwhelming. Moreover, there was the question of attitude. At this time, the attitude of the 

educated black American tended to be paternalistic. Perhaps the lack of overwhelming interest in 

Africans can also be traced back partially to the attitude of the communication media towards 

Africa. 

Let us turn to the African side. Most Africans, in my opinion, were shamefully brainwashed 

and were uninformed about black America, the same way as black Americans were indoctrinated 

to look at Africa as symbolic of primitive mysticism. The number of Africans who visited the 

United States prior to World War I] was comparatively small. Perhaps here one should talk not 

only of quantity but also of quality because many of these men now occupy positions of 

importance in African countries. Most of them came from West Africa, attended predominantly 

black institutions at one time or the other, lived among black Americans and shared common 

problems to some extent. Indeed a few of them went back home and fought their battle for 

independence with the high degree of racial consciousness acquired during their sojourn here. 

Unfortunately, the number of people was not large enough and the level of their involvement in 

the black American community was not deep enough to give the relationship between black 

Americans and Africans an adequate and lasting boost. 

In the late 1950’s, however, a new generation of Africans was flocking to the United States. 

This was the era of cold war, and white Americans were very keenly interested in influencing and 



making favorable impressions upon the future leaders of Africa. For most of these Africans the 

future was very rosy, the prospect for independence was encouraging and the opportunity of 

becoming masters in their own house was exciting, at times beyond bounds. Unlike their 

predecessors they became increasingly alienated from their black counterparts. Some did go to, 

considerable length to distinguish themselves from ‘‘the American Negro.’’ Many even became 

paternalistic in their attitude to black Americans. 

As the role of African countries in world affairs increased, incidents of discrimination suffered 

by Africans became increasingly embarrassing for the white American establishment. The affairs, 

ironic as it may seem, were welcomed by most black Americans. The apology of the racist white 

establishment to an African country whose diplomat or whose citizen might have been mistreated 

gave the conscious section of black America an increasing sense of pride in the achievement and 

new status of its black brothers. 

But increasing identification and pride in Africa and the performance of Africans were not the 

only consequences of the post-1958 era. As | noted earlier there was growing jealousy too. Why 

should the non-American enjoy the privileges and rights denied to a black American? 

Perhaps it is possible to make distinction between the reaction of West and East Africans. At 

this time, many West Africans seemingly became less interested and less sympathetic with the 

plight of the black Americans. The black American was sometimes naively asked, “Why don’t 

you come home?” Perhaps this was due to the fact that in West Africa at this time, there were 

increasing signs that colonialism was on its way out. On the other hand, it appears that East 

Africans were more sympathetic, possibly because they had had real personal experience with 

regard to racial confrontations. They seem to have greater grassroot communications with black 

Americans. Perhaps, then, it is not by accident that the most popular language among black 

American nationalists is Swahili, despite the fact that it is one of the lesser known languages in 

Africa, and despite the fact that more black Americans originated from West Africa rather than 

East Africa. : 

1965 seemed to usher in a slight modification in this pattern of relationship. | was new in the 

country then. More and more we weemed to be witnessing the confrontation of our two marginal 

groups. Many black Americans in the United States have lost their African values but they find 

themselves alienated from America. They would even like to return to Africa, either as 

expatriates or as citizens. But it is expensive to go to Africa. The airlines, either by design or 

accident make the fare from New York to West Africa about $450, i.e. twice as much as it costs 

from New York to London which, incidentally, is about the same distance. 

This way it is more difficult to go to Africa than to Europe. The relatively poor black 

American is the loser in this deal, because he does not care to go to Europe and a trip to Africa is 

too expensive. There are chartered European low-cost flights in the summers but none to Africa. 

So there goes the end of a black Americans’ craving to visit Africa. 

However, for the black Americans who make it to Africa, it seems that those who are overly 

idealistic, upon arrival find themselves disappointed. They are appalled to see in Africa traces of 

those things they detected at home: generational conflict, the widening gulf between the haves 

and the have-nots; corruption, internalization of white middle class values, African girls wearing 



permanent hair styles or wigs, and the probability of ‘‘rejection.’” Some of the Africans in the 

United States are highly alienated and they look forward with great expectations to their returr 

home. These expectations have often been followed by great frustration upon the actual return 

Some find upon arrival that they cannot use their skill to the maximun of their potential and ir 

some cases their training appears irrelevant to the job to which they may have b en assigned. 

There is the problem of overspecialization: a degree in nuclear physics; a Ph.D. in forestry; a post 

doctorate in aeronautic engineering--these are some of the crazy aspirations of our Africar 

youths. Then of course, there are times when political conditions in the developing countries are 

such that African students feel extremely circumscribed. A few of them may eventually return tc 

the U.S., disappointed, like their black American counterparts. It is hard to tell what will happer 

when the number of such marginal people increases. 

To bring this discussion within a more contemporary focus, perhaps it is well to say something 

about the effect of the Black Power movement on the relationship between Africans and black 

Americans (African Americans, to my mind, is a better name). African leaders and perhaps mos’ 

educated Africans have different conceptions of Black Power. | should mention parenthetically 

that these conceptions are different from those held by many of the advocates of Black Power 

To be candid some Africans feel uneasy about the subject, but the majority of those in the U.S 

welcome the idea of Black Power. It is nothing new to them. The politically conscious Africar 

student has had to grabble with the concept of Black Power back home within the framework o% 

anticonlonial movements, or even the racist apartheid policies in Rhodesia, South Africa 

Portuguese, Angola, Mozambique, etc. The cold shoulder which the African athletes gave to the 

black American athletes’ protest in Mexico City, however, underscores this contention 

Notwithstanding this and similar incidents, | think | can assert that as a result of the Black Power 

movement there has been a heightened interest in African culture--an interest which perhaps i: 

unprecedented in intensity as well as in involvement. 

| am concerned that we do not have a naive idealization of everything African, for as Harolc 

Cruse has said, ‘‘the African heritage is an ingredient in an historical conceptual sense but the 

assertion of Afro-American cultural heritage in America cannot be based solely on an Africar 

cultural fundamentalism of the traditional kind.’’ We must realize that Africa herself is emergine 

out of such traditionalism toward something newer (and so ar other societies). This is not to deny 

that some aspects of African culture and black AMerican tradition are relevant. But black 

Americans must use African culture and their American tradition instrumentally in their, o1 

(better still) Our combined efforts to achieve economic and political equality, as well a: 

self-assertion. 

What is therefore most essential overall is the existence of mutual respect among Africans anc 
African Americans, an understanding of their mutual problems with the realization of the 

probability that each one may have to combat these problems in different ways and with 

different strategies. However, each black American and each black African must be willing and 

eager to contribute what he can to the advancement of these mutual goals whenever he is asked 

to do so. What | am advocating is a sort of selective acculturation, cooperation and mutual 

togetherness between Africans and African Americans. This cannot be done without a constant 

effective communication between both groups. If this is done, the relationship between both 

groups should continue to improve in the future. | do propose to initiate this much needed 



effective communication between both groups by inviting interested persons for discussions of an 

open informal seminar type so as to find answers to the continuing question ‘Where do: we go 
from here?”’ 

The time has come when all black students whether African or American must get together and 

plan together. The future unity and stability ot the black race is our great responsibility. We need 

to build within ourselves the edifice of the black symbol of unity which is our African heritage. 

Realizing the urgency and the great need of bridging the now existing gulf between Africans and 

black Americans we should get together right away and form a greater committee of concerned 

blacks. This committee could put to practice the spirit and ideals of not only Pan Africanism but 

Pan-Blackism (permit me to coin a new word here). Our goal should be the unity of black people 

and our immediate objectives will be (1) to provide a forum where we may discuss and study the 

political, economic, and social structure of African States, the organization of African Unity and 

also the overall problems of the black man in the context of world problems in general. (2) To 

act as an unofficial liaison between the peoples of Africa and the Americans with the view to 

promoting mutual respect and understanding. (3) to disseminate knowledge in the black 

community so that the stereotype ideas about Africa may be placed in their correct perspective. 

Our overall purposes will be to consolidate the sovereignity, integrity and stability of black 

countries and to overcome by force if necessary apartheid and Portug:'ese colonialism in Africa 

so that all black people may shake off racist domination forever. Finally we must seek to bring to 

pass the development of a community of brotherhood among all mankind. 

ALL POWER TO BLACK PEOPLE. 



UNITY: essential for survival 
By Jack LaSonde 

Black power, unity, revolution, whitey, bourgeoisie, racist, relevant, relate. All of these words 

are part of the vocabulary of the times. The age of Aquarius, the the Black Age, is imminent. 

Mobilization is a fact. We, as Black people, have etched ourselves on the conscious mind of the 

world where before we were just subjects of academic discussion and spurious concern. The 

millions of words and catch phrases that have been used during the decade of the sixties have 

been a calendar of the movement. The goals expressed in such simple terms as “‘freedom”’ have 

been merged with complex political, sociological and even physiological theories in the history of 

mankind. Often the meaning of various words was lost. 

But | am not here to give an overview. For this cannot be done from within the womb of the 

movement. There is, however, one word whose meaning we as Black people, must keep 

pure--UNITY. 

Why is the concept of unity, regardless of the circumstances that surround it, essential for our 

survival? Why, in whatever context--economic, political and/or social, is it essential to Blacks? 

An understanding of the present position of Blacks in America will illuminate the need for 

“‘protection”’ of the concepts embodied in this simple word. As of January 1, 1970, Blacks have 

become a ‘‘national priority.” A priority that must be considered for a number of reasons: 1) We 

represent a virtually unexploited ‘‘sub-group’’ which can provide additional market for the 

American society. 2) We are a sizeable percentage of the population and as such cannot be totally 

‘discounted in the political and economic scheme of the nation. 3) We represent a possible source 

of destruction to the present power pyramid. 4) We have become somewhat of a cause celebri to 

the other ‘‘non-whites” of the world. 5) We are potentially a fertile ground for the philosophies 

that oppose American capitalism/imperialism (Our danger to the American society is that we 

exist within them.) The examples given are devoid of ‘‘humanistic’’ reasons and this was not an 

oversight. | personally believe that anyone who believes that whites who have been and are 

oppressors and selfish exploiters, have suddenly taken an about-face and are now seeking to 

correct their errors for any reason other than practical necessity, is not only naive, but unaware 

of what has been going on in the world for 7000 years. It is understood here, that individuals are 

not the group, so | can see no reason why individual friendships cannot be maintained. But at 

least look at them honestly and remember that the group is composed of individuals who have 

agreed to give up some of their individual ‘‘rightness’” and accept a group identity by majority 

rule. 

The position that Blacks have now, as a priority, is temporary by any standard. Either our 

problems will be solved or our ability to force change will be diluted and destroyed. After either 

of these, we will no longer be a priority. Our concern is to stop the latter from occuring and to 

bring about the former through our own efforts. 

Changes are forced upon the stronger power by his inability to crush the weaker. The stronger 

must therefore compromise in order to maintain itself, and always survival is what it’s all about. 



This compromise allows the weaker to obtain a position of parity (relative). How can we as Black 

preserve our relatively weaker position to force compromise and then parity? 

Blacks as a group represent 25 million in this country and an approximate economic market of 

$33 billion. Among us there are skills to participate in virtually every facet of the most 

industrialized, affluent country in the world. Heretofore, we have allowed ourselves to become 

fragmented in our efforts to become “‘integrated.’’ This fragmentation has occurred along the 

lines of wealth, skills, education, geographic location, accent, what philosophy we adhered to, 

and even color. We had, by appearance, assumed that we must at all cost throw off Black group 

identity and prostrate ourselves on the alter of whiteness as suppliant individuals who had 

accomplished the tasks set before us and awaited our ‘‘reward”’ of integration. 

If it was not clear in 1619 when the first Blacks got off the boat and were put in chains, it 

should be clear now. We are an identifiable group and to deny this is se!f-destructive, unnatural 

and finally stupid. Evolution destroys the individual. 

Our efforts must be directed toward vertical unification of Blacks. Isolating our infiltrator and 

counterproductive (anti-black) integrationists. We must prevent our organization from being 

co-opted by white people and directions. In this vein, we must prevent our best people from 

being isolated from us. We can no longer sit by and allow trained Black people to find themselves 

unable to find employment at fair prices in Black operations. We will have to learn how to 

gamble on a Black person as easily as some of us do on a white one. Those affluent Blacks will 

have to begin to trust and work with those Blacks who hold divergent views and also to hire and 

invest in them. Our institutions must only be supported When they serve our needs and 

aspirations as Black people. No longer can they be used as alternatives and tools for white goals. 

At its best, this article is merely an opinion on philosophical alternative, but | believe that an 

inspection of our surroundings will bear its basic premise out. All of us need to re-evaluate our 

relationship to each other and develop bonds of trust. Otherwise our children, who hopefully will 

not be as partially brainwashed as the most militant one of,us, will put the gun to our collective 

heads and fire. 



On Black Theology 
Bill Turner 

God is dead, and there is no eulogy, at least from the new generation of Black Men, cause we 

killed him. Praise the Lord!!! Them sorry crackers rammed him down our parents throat and 

choked the very life out of daddy and mommy and grandma and grandpa and my aunts and 

uncles and they got him about halfway down my throat but | mustered up enough strength to 

cough him back up and | stomped him and | kicked him and | knifed him and | finally shot him 

right through the center of his big fat lilly white head, and | hope he goes to hell!!! 

This is the age of revolution. The ‘‘Zeitgist’’ demands that we rethink and redefine the sine 

qua non of our sanity, humanity, and well being. As an oppressed people we must ascertain what 

oppresses us and do away with it. This spirit is in tune with the spirit that is sweeping the face of 

the earth and in this country it issues from Black America ‘the 22 million ex-slaves, the so called 

American Negro.”’ This spirit issues from a well of pent up frustrations-frustrations which are fed 

by each new glimmer of hope that fades away—frustrations that are fed by each attempt to 

“overcome our enemy with our capacity to love.’ These frustrations are sealed by high level 

disregard for Black America’s demand of total manumission. A most volatile situation is created 

when this non-free man begins to free his mind and spirit, for | posit that a free mind and a 

non-free corporeal cannot exist together. Either the corporeal must be free with the mind or the 

mind must be enslaved with the body. During the last two and especially one decade we have 

witnessed the advent of mental and spiritual emancipation of the Afro-American. He has begun 

to discard his fears and self hate—he no longer gives credence to the lies and racist ideologies 

which have lent legitimacy to his physical enslavement. He has decided to collect payment, in 

full, for the theft of his body and the poisoning of his mind by the ruthless blood merchant. 

Collections entails withdrawing sanction from the basic institutions of this country, institutions 

which perpetuate the ‘‘Anglo-American’’ culture, institutions as legitimate as sunday school. 

Collection entails questioning the ‘‘God” that has been rammed down Black people’s throat. 

Collection entails questioning the validity of heaven and hell, of angels and pearly gates, the 

streets of gold and the great white throne as primary considerations. Collection entails placing a 

garnishee on traditional concepts of love and christianity. Traditional christianity has been 

“weighed in balances and found wanting.” 

Once we have done away with the cancer that is eating us, in this case ‘White Theology,” we 

must then busy ourselves with the onus of seeking that balm which will heal those ‘‘near mortal” 

wounds. We must be constantly mindful of the fact that there is a dimension to the total being 

that does not conform to mathematical models nor obey physical theories, that there are needs 



which transcend the maintenance and comfort of the corporeal and that these needs must be met 

or substituted for inadequately, for | posit that in this epoch, with the fast pace of life, the 

advanced technology, the potential for destruction, the extremes in affluence and poverty, and 

the tenuous international situations man is faced with a set of dynamics which man has never 

before had to deal with and man with all his scientific advances is still a psychic infant. His 

infancy is typified in his relationships with his fellow human beings. With respect to human 

relationships man is still in the stone age—men kill one another with the slightest or no 

provocation. One man oppresses another because he does not like his skin color. One country 

wages war against another becausy it doesn’t like the other country’s form of government. These 

dynamics suggest to me that man’s psychic or spiritual needs are surpassed only by his inability 

to identify them. 

The balm for Black People which must heal their psychic or spiritual wounds is “Black 

Theology.’ The tenets of Black Theology are quite simple and include preachments such as 

“loving mercy, preaching deliverance to the captives, setting at liberty them that are bruised, 

loving ones neighbor as oneself.’’ These tenets demand action, for one who lives by these tenets 

cannot tolerate oppression. Black Theology synthesizes and systematizes the sum total of each 

modicum of ultimateness in that which has sustained Black People, for there is a modicum of 

Black Theology in every Negro Spiritual that some weary slave sang. There is a modicum of Black 

Theology in every rationale Sister Tubman gave when she delivered a tattered brother or sister to 

the “‘Promised Land’’ by way of the underground railroad. There is a modicum of Black 

Theology in every sermon some good preacher delivered and inspired some good brother or sister 

to “‘Steal away to Jesus.’ There was a modicum of Black Theology in every insurrection some 

good brother led, and in every gallant death some good brother or sister died at the bloody hands 

of Uncle Sam. 

Black Theology is treated academically by noted black intellectuals such as James Cone, 

Vincent Harding, Preston Williams, Joseph Washington and others. To those who question the 

legitimacy of Black Theology | say that Black Theology is as legitimate and real as the pain some 

good brother felt under the whip of some sadistic slavemaster. Black Theology is as real as the 

anguish some brother felt as he stood helplessly and watched his mother’s body being violated. 

Black theology is as real as the grief some mother felt at seeing her only son roasting slowly over 

a fire and a branding iron put to his chest while some fiend satisfied his morbid idea of sport. 

Black Theology is as real as the sobs of a dying pregnant mother as she watched her unborn child 

being cut from her body and being stumped to death by some white maniac. Black Theology is as 

real as the pain an infant child feels while being gnawed to death by rats. Black Theology is the 

antidote for the venom which was distilled by the devil in the laboratories of hell, injected into 

the veins of Black men and bogusly dubbed “’Christianity.” 



niggas going out of their fuckin minds 

cant even set a decent fire for the revolution 

motherfuckas sitt in around talkin all manners of 

irrelevant 

bullshit and writin letters of googobs of rhetoric 

i mean really, just fuckit...i mean its bad, cause nobody 

dont got the foggiest idea of what the mother fuck 

is goin on 

they dress for dinnerbut cometothinkaboutit 

mymindcomesdressedforbreak fastlunchdinner and snacks 

dem niggas aint, they aint wuff a fuck... 

butcometothinkaboutit justhowthehellisallthisnoconstr- 

uctive shiti’mtalkin gonna make things right...bring the 

allergy pills...five no...gimmesomadem potatochips... 

raponbrother... no shit...arethereanyblackpeopleatthe 

universityofalabama... are there any BLACK PEOPLE 

anywhere?...taptaptap talktalktalk fuckfuckfuck...music... 

chairs...tables...people..p e op le.peopte 

all fucked up and around...flunctout---fuckedup---?stickaround 

... fuwhat? is it worthit... youbetyourdammBPitisbut.......... 

just talkin 
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ON BEING BLACK 

IN WHITE AMERICA 

Pain 

Suffering 

Death 

Mistrust 

Hate 

Fear 

Lies 

Contempt 

Lust 

Desire 

Rebellion 

Murder 

White 

Black 

Blood 

Used 

Abused 
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Ghetto 
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THE DREAM OF JOHN X 
So I mosey up to this line of solemn cats standin 

front of this grey dude with whiskers and a white 
suit. (This straight-looking character has a seat at a 
table written in some book, while all these brothers 

and sisters is standing!) Not knowin where the hell I 
was, I decided to play it cool till I knew what was 
goin down. This was the longest line of people I ever 
seen (except outside the ABC on Saturday night). 
There were preacher-looking dudes and _ sanctified 
sisters, educated-professional types and 
super-athletes—like, that was some line. 

I got behind an old brother totin one of those big 
black leather bound large print bibles like grandma 
used to have. He looks hip on what’s happenin, so I 
asks him where the hell I was. This causes the white 
fuzz on his dome to curl. Seein he is a little shook I 

rephrase the request. After he pulls his eyebrows 
from off top of his head and his tongue from down 
his gullet he croacked somethin about before the gate 
of heaven. Then the big sister in front a him let’s out 
with a “Hallelujah! Hallelujah!! Lord—Lord here I 
come. I’m a coming Lord!” After informin the ole 
bible spouter I was not his son and that there ain’t no 
heaven, I pushed past the old mother’s son as sweat 
popped out on his shiny pate and he commenced to 
tremble from cropped head to two-tone kicks. 

Ahead was a cat I knew—cool Sam the Pimp. Sam 

knew he was as cool as ever in his $200 green mohair 

suit, restin up against a hump of this dumb fluff-shit 
that’s lyin around in piles like cotton. (Sam was 
daintily tyin one of his $50 lizard skin kicks)—“Sam, 
baby, how’s tricks,” I sez. 

“How’s you makin it, baby. Damn good speech 
you made man. I felt like gettin out and bashin head 
and cuttin after you rapped man. Like it was 

hellacious man. Outasight!”’ 
I cut in, “That’s all well ‘n good but what 

happened next. I remember the pigs bustin in 
choppin up brothers and me grabbin for my action. 
The next I know I’m in this crazy white gook.” I kick 
a bit of it on his black nylon socks for emphasis. 

“Man don’t you know you’re dead? Them cops 
_ blew you away baby. Man did they spray you, baby, 
you probably ten pounds heavier when you hit the 
floor,” he sez brushin off the fluff with the hand with 

the gold rings. 
This doesn’t jive right with me cause I looks alright 

_ to me and when you dead, you’re dead, so I repeat 
| the inquiry. 

“Hell if I know man. The only thing I’m sure of is 
that we’re both dead man. Baby, that was some 

by Brother John X 

speech—‘Black brothers and sisters unite! United we 
can bring the oppressive white-capitalist power 

structure to its knees!’—like man you was wailin the 
truth man and we was all diggin and groovin.” 

But my mind was on this dead bag Sam was in. So 
I tested out Sam’s idea. 

—“‘Look Sam how the hell did you get here—like I 
mean dead—you don’t even pack a blade and got the 

disposition of a rabbit.” 
He flashes his pearly-whites and smooths back his 

conk and tells me how the brothers on the roof and 
off stage blew away so many pigs that they had to 
level the whole damn buildin. True to his rep, Sam 
got his sneakin out the bathroom window when the 
big bang came. The righteous sister in front of the 
holy-roller shuffled forward as the line moved up 

some, lettin fly some ‘sweet blessed Jesus Lord and 
Master, My beloved (etc)’ and other trash. 

Through the fuzzy white soup I could make out a 
damn big gate behind the bearded grey joker set in a 
wall of the cotton stuff. Sam saw it too. 

“Be damned if that ain’t enough gold to buy out 
all the action in Chicago!” he chirped. Me, I just 
gaped at the 90 foot letter "bove all that twisted gold. 
Speeled out in diamond, emerald and ruby letters 
was: “The Gateway to the Protestant-Anglo-Saxon 
White American Heaven.” I began to get that ole 
tingle like before a billy stick scores on my skull. This 
was unreal. It was stronger than I thought. Bein dead 
was not enough. It even stretched beyond the grave! 

‘God Damn!” I shouted. From behind I heard a 
thud like a heavy book droppin on a mattress 
followed by hoarse breathin. Even the siters paused in 
their hot pants for ‘Massa’ Jesus’ for a second. Havin 
cooled the old fire long enough I stomped up to the 
old joker sittin on his gold seat writin in his book. As 
I approached, with Sam brigin up the rear, this gray 
fag in white threads drops outta the overhead soup, 
lands and folds these two tiny fly wings growing 
outta his back. In a sweet -high voice he 
announced—‘George Washington Brown’ gave a hop 
and skip and buzzed away, as the old man retrieved 
his bible and trudged forward shufflin up cotton 
cloths. The shrivelled up old dude sized me up with 
his reumy eyes. I leaned forward puttin both hands 
on the golden table so he could get a good look at my 
beautiful black face. As he leaned forward to read the 
6 inch letters of UHURU on my black T-shirt my 50 
caliber shell and chain whacked him right between his 

blue eyes. As prune face reeled back, up trod old 

George in his long black coat and wierd kicks. 



“Tt am Saint Peter, George. You may enter now. 
Your years of devoted worship and adulation have 
won you the ultimate reward!” the grey gent crooned 
trying to ignore me, pickin up the gold pen again. As 
he looks up he sez, “You are a credit to your race.” 

This was really the old cat’s bag—ike man his 
black face lit up two shades. As the bearded duke led 
George toward the gate, the old brother flashed his 
32’s while dippin his grey head and whinin his thanks. 

It was sickenin. As shufflin George and St. Peter 
reached the gate, I spied cool Sam slip the gold pen 
into his pocket. Old George blind with tears tries to 
open the gate. Before St. Pete can stop him a bolt of 

lightenin sits him on his ass. 
Unruffled ole Pete sez “Oh, I forgot to tell you 

Uncle George, but the servants’ entrance is around 

the back.” Ex-brother George just sits there holdin 
the burnt pages of his beloved book. He and I spot a 
hand lettered wooden sign hung on a pole at the same 

time—“‘Whites only. Servants Entrance In Back.” 
When George picked himself up to shuffle round 

back, I saw red. The fire in my head and guts was 
white hot and its fury burned in my veins, “You 
filthy racist!” I spat in the dog’s face runnin to the 
brother’s side. 

“Stand tall brother. Show these pigs that you’re a 
man. Demand your rights like a man—demand your 
just reward. (Since its your bag). Show them you’re 

better than them all! Tell them you'll take a man’s 
due or you’ll die like a man! (Hum?) If you really 
want in, walk in a man’s way-—through the 
gate—don’t crawl through some hold on your belly!”” 

I paused. Everybody was silent, (even the 

sanctified sisters). All ears were on ole George. After 
a life of wishin, and yes massahin, and ascrapin, 

would he stand like the man he was in this 
nightmare? You could hear a pin drop when he 

turned to face me. I waited as he lifted that torn old 
black face up to look me in the eye. I saw the 
manhood tossin in its trouble sleep within him as his 
back straightened. He looked me eye to eye and said: 

“You troublemaker! You sacriligious devil! You 
bushy headed militant!”’ This rocked me back on my 
heels and gave me a desire to vomit. I was sicker as 
the sound of weak applause drifted from the line. The 
old Tom was wound up now. “The MAN knows 
what’s good for us folks, boy, not you-you- 
Militants,” he spat, ‘‘or any other nigger! What makes 
you think you know more than the white people and 

the almighty white god. Uhuru-Black Power-you and 
your type are trash boy. Just troublemakers makin 
things bad for decent folk. You...” 

The blind old worm cut off like a radio and his 
spine retracted as the grey bastard stepped up and 
waved his bony hand. He patted the bobbinhead and 

said, “Of course Uncle, we know you’re loyal and 
subservient.”’ He cleared his throat. “Because of your 

many years of faithful service THE MAN has allowed 
me to make this token gesture—” A chorus of oh-ahs 
came from over my shoulder. “I hereby make you, 
George Washington Brown, a junior member of the 
most strictly segregated club in existence: The 
Protestant Anglo-Saxon White American Heaven! 
Step right up, boy, and get your robe and crown.” 

The applause from the line was drowned out as a 
squad of the winged fairies dropped from the ceiling 
and let loose a soprano ‘Hallelujah’ from a billion 
throats while the bed-post gate swung open on well 
oiled hinges. 

The bearded old bastard turned to me and cool 
Sam after George was thrown a crown and shiny 
white robe inside the gate. The gate then closed with 
a chilly thoom. 

‘And who are you two boys. And how did you 
happen to get here,” he croaked peering down his 
long beak. 

“None of you mother—”’ I began. 
“Sam the Pimp and John X,” Sam finished. The 

slimy dude grinned a shark’s grin. 
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“You boys have come to the wrong place. Your 
kind isn’t welcome here but your type of spade is 
definitely not allowed.” Sneaky Pete took a step 
backward as Sam blocked me from soothin a itchin in 
my palms. 

“But there is a place for negrah-boys like you 
two—” He was drowned out by the racket as a mob 
of greys tramped through the golden gate. 

“Dirty Niggers,’ some of the born blessed 
shouted. A beer can bounced off Sam’s red conk. I 
finished my challenge to the cowardly bastards as the 
last of the drunken mob slithered through the golden 
gate. “You filthy savage! How dare you insult HIS 
chosen ones—The predestined many! We have ways of 
dealing with uppetty spades.” He clapped his paws. 

The ground fluff excreted 50 beasts in blue, armed 
to the tusks. Pete turned to them and sneered. 

‘*You pigs, teach these troublemakers some 
manners and then show them where they belong. Be 
fast about it or you won’t get to wash HIS feet.” This 
put fire in their little pig eyes. 

They grunted ‘“‘Yes massah.” While the fat warty 
porkers advanced on their stumpy legs, droolin on 
their fat bellies, and weapons, I spoke to my people. 

“Brothers and sisters wake up. Shake off the 
animalizing spell of the enemy. Stand like black men 
and women with your brother in his battle. Together 
we can defeat them all. What do you want inside 
those gates? Would you be a slave in heaven or a man 
in hell; on your knees in a lackey’s pleasure or on 
your feet in a man’s pain.” They cringed before me, 
too weak, too blind to see. ‘““You fools!” 

My mind burned in hell tire. 
“Come and get me you bastards,”’ I shouted at the 

pigs. ‘‘I’?ll send you back to your blessed 
Mary-motherfucking god!” 

Suddenly the blubb-sky darkened and thunder 
boomed and lightenin flashed. All dropped down on 
their bellies and wiggled in obscene adulation except 
me. (Sam trembled behind my back). The turbulent 
sky fluff-shit parted to refeal a face—a dainty pasty 
face with weak blue eyes, a chisel nose and a lipless 
mouth surrounded by the same wire-like blond hair 
that streamed around the face. The lips parted in a 
sneer and weak fire burned in those washed out eyes. 
The sisters screamed ‘‘Oh my Christ, My doctor, My 

Master,”’ and fainted in ecstasy. 
HE spat, ‘“‘You insolent bastard how dare you 

insult my mother. Kiss my feet and I’ll allow you to 
continue your eternal existence in ultimate agony.” 
And Sam fainted behind me. 

“You damned fag coward. You kiss my ass! Get 
out of my sight or Ill kick your motherf--” fore I 
could finish HE turned beet red and blasted me with 
a lightnin bolt. The last thing I saw as I began my 
flaming decent was the holy fairy being comforted by 
his lover-mother. 

Om. 

End of Part I 

I fell for ages. Flamin and burnin I dropped like a 
molotov. The blast burned up my clothes and the 
holy fire was tryin to work on my already black 
meat. For the last few million miles I cut off my 
steady stream of curses cause the fire that burned my 

blood made them seem stupid. I had to get back up 
there and bring that farce down. God or no god, no 
one shits me or worse yet messes up the minds of my 
people. I would find all the people not too far gone 
and unite them for liberation. And we will free every 

captive mind. 
The fire burned hotter in the hot updraft of sulfur 

vapor from down below. Wham! I splatted down on a 
hard-assed piece of rock in the middle of a hell of a 
fire. I stood on the slab and saw I was not alone. 
Endless billions of brothers are cryin and 

moanin—drained prone in the hottest part of this 
furnace. More grey and yellow dudes than that wore 

the same drains and bore the same pain. 



Through this nightmare of red-hot rocks, burnin 

sulfur, flew, walked or crawled some of the wierdest 

damn creatures. Shriekin and gigglin skinney red 

dudes with hors went around jabbin with wicked 

lookin pitchforks. Between insane screams the horned 

bastards slashed chained black and white bodies with 

their forks, claws, talons, and wings. The whole scene 

was unreal. Who ever thought up this shit was crazier 

than hell. 

And black folks down here lettin these horned pigs 

chain and mess over them. It was too much. I blew 

my cool and grabbed the first bat that flew by and 

relieved him of his fork. After kicking the unreal 

buzzard down a chasm, I set out to liberate these 

poor fools. I climbed the highest crag around so 

everyone could see me. Holding the fork high I began 

my rap. 
“Brothers and allies, hear me. I have come to free 

you, to break the bonds of slave—Goddamnit! Stop 
all that damn moanin! You bastards are dead and you 
know damn well the dead don’t feel no pain! Don’t 

let HIM brainwash you. Shake his shackles from your 
minds. Only then can you shake them from your 
bodies and be free! Damn it! Listen! Stop that fuckin 
noise.” I had to get heavy with these cats. They were 
too deep in their bag of self-degradation, I had to 
play to what desire for freedom that remained. 

“Took alive. damn you. Look at me. I’m not 
burnin, I’m not hurtin, I wear nobody’s chains! 
Listen and believe and you'll be free. If that’s what 
you really want.” Suddenly all was silent except for 
the crackle of the flames and the beat of frantic bat 
wings. 

“‘You’re being used. You fools are slaves to no 
man’s will or god’s decree. You are free souls but 
your minds are shackled. You must break the chains 

of servitude! Free your minds from ITS control. 
Stand! Stand!! You are men. You are free. Yours is 
the power. Now before all men and gods proclaim 

yourselves the Lords of all! 
Millions of black and white and yellow bodies 

lurched erect scattering chains and degradations to 
stand as men at last. Those free went to help their 
weaker brethren. The horned buzzards swooped 

down to bug the free who ignored the fantasy. The 
flames burned hotter and higher but illusions could 

not touch my brothers. Soon all that wanted to be 
free were unshackled. The loyal brothers and sisters 
before time stood before me and saluted with raised 
fists. 

Now the people were free. Next must come the 
real fire that would mold them into a community. A 
brotherhood of individuals working for the good of 
all! 

“Power to the People!” I shouted. 

“Brothers, join me. Join your souls to mine, your 

cause to mine. Your minds to mine. Together we shall 

regain the center of the Universe. Together we are 

invincible! Who can stand before us?—not degenerate 

man or unreal god. The Oneness of man will conquer 

all. All power to the Unity of Man! All power to the 

People!” 
The whole damn place shook and shimmered with 

our battle cry. I hoped our voices reached up as far as 

the fairyland where the nightmare IT ruled embodied 

HIM. But later for that. 
I went down to the folks who still tossed and 

twisted in the hell-fire of their minds. At my feet 

were two couples—one black and one white. Here 

were these four healthy beautiful people who had let 

IT ruin their minds and HIM destroy their souls. 

“You blind fools! What the hell are you doin! 

Stand on your feet like people! Get off your bellies!” 

They screamed, ‘We can’t. We’re chained. We’re 

sinful. THE MAN is right and IT is strong! We have 

sinned against the truth and we must suffer—we must 

repent and suffer and be purified on sweet holy pain 

and suffering! We are not worthy to be with HIM ora 
part of IT so we must suffer.” 

It burned me up. 

“Damn it, cut the crap! Damn it, suffer if you 
want. Burn for all time but don’t burn for HIS or ITS 
sake. Don’t pain yourselves for that illusion. Like this 
stupid hell is just a fantasy of your crazy minds. In 
your minds you gave HIM form and with your souls 
you gave HIM existence, and with your ignorance you 
give the damned nightmare power over you. Open 

your eyes and look at the truth. THE MAN’S power 
comes from your mixed up minds. You created the 
heavens and the hells, now you give your perverted 
creations power over their creators. The chains and 
the torment you inflict on yourselves. Torture 
yourselves if you want with your fantasies but know 

what you’re doing. And damn it don’t force your 
fantasies on me or my brothers!” I got deeper and 
deeper. 

“Look at yourselves and there you'll find the 
power and the truth. Look to your humanity not to 
its insane creations. Then create your heavens and 
your helis, to serve to burn in if you want. Measure 

yourselves by your illusions if you want but damn it 
know that they are your creations. They cannot exist 

without you but you do not want to exist without 
them!” 

They sat up and looked at me, the mist clearin in 
their eyes. I was getting through—They were not too 
far gone yet. 

“If you want to be free. If you want the truth you 
can wipe away the illusions from your eyes like the 
dreams they are.”’ The chains began to fade and 
creeps and rooks were gettin misty. 



“Yes, try harder. Now together. Drive away the 
fantasy look at the truth—don’t blind yourselves!” 

“We’re trying. We can almost see now, but there’s 
a power fighting us. It must be HIM! We can’t fight 
HIM!” They squeaked. 

“Brothers and sisters, NO! It is not HIM or IT. 
THE MAN has no power, his system is only a shadow. 
The power that resists comes from others like you 
who are compelled by perversity or blind ignorance 
who power this evil dream. The conscious evil ones 
are few but those who sleep blind and ignorant in 
their power and are made to dream this nightmare are 
many. But they dream and we are awake, they are 

slaves of HIM and IT, and we are free. We are the 
Unity of Love and Humanity, they are but the chaos 
of hate, lies and nightmares. 

“Join us brethren and we will wake the sleepers, 
_we will shake the living, dead and unborn from their 
, troubled slumber. 

“Now brethren: Free yourselves!” 
And now the nightmare of hell was over. Poof, like 

a bubble bursts the flame was snuffed. We all stood 
free, one in humanity, enjoying the breeze of truth. 
They cheered but didn’t know. 

“Tt’s not over yet. The hardest part is ahead, my 
people. This is not enough. We are still slaves as long 
as there is one man who is not free. We must go forth 
to wake the sleepers. 

“Don’t think the evil ones will fight us for their 
minds, or that we will not lose many again to the 
nightmare sleep. We will give them battle and the 
Victory will be ours! 

ALL POWER TO THE PEOPLE! 
With our cry the heavens and earth began to 

tremble and the sleepers began to wake 
to wake 

wake 



and time 
recreated them all... 

The once small and playful gray and black 
puppies grew into large, fierce, yet smart 

canines. Their canine comrads appeared 

worthless to the maintenance of the specics 

for it required speed, cunningness, ferocity, 

and perseverance to cope with the civilized 

humans. The playful cockerspaniels had none 

of these vital qualities. 

Driven by a need for ‘excitement’ they 
followed their colossal leaders. Then time 

recreated them all... 

The small semi-civilized humans became 

the major target of German shepherd 
aggression. But due to their awesome size and 

obvious ferocity they could not get near the 
‘‘tots’’ because of the careful protective 
efforts employed by the civilized humans. 
The good-natured cockerspaniels were 

welcomed by the “‘civilized.’’ They were in 

positions to strike, and because they wanted 

to be accepted by their colossal canine 
comrads and they sort of realized, even 

though they were stupid, the cruelty of the 

“civilized,’’ they did, though they proved to 

be slightly cunning, speed, ferocity and 
perseverance were still required. The playful 
cockerspaniels had neither of these vital 

qualities. 

Branded as hindrances they still clung to their 
comrads. Then time recreated them all.... 

Because of the harm done the 
semi-civilized humans, the fully civilized, 

declared war. Humanism, white with nets and 

clubs daily attacked the canine community. 

For many weeks the German shepherds 

attacked many members of the “civilized” 

and escaped capture and punishment. Utter 

by Charles Staten 

chaos reigned. The little cockerspaniels were 
pitifully beatened by the “‘civilized’’ and they 
were being captured daily. Finally, the 
German shepherds were captured. The 
cockerspaniels seemed lost without their 
valiant leaders. All of their strategic war 
efforts failed. Finally they were caught also. 
Still perseverance was required. The playful 
cockerspaniels did not have this vital quality. 

Having failed to carry-on they submitted to 
the brutal ostracizing of their superior 
comrads. Then time recreated them all... 

The day for the mass execution arrived. 
Ushered into a fenced-in area the German 
shepherds bravely prepared to die. Those 
‘“sissy’’ cockerspaniels, however, shrieked 
from fright. A very small cockerspaniel in an 
attempt to live managed to escape by way of 
a hole at the bottom of the fence. The guard 
saw him escape and went to get material to 
remedy the situation. The German shepherds 
called him a deserter. The little cockerspaniel, 

however, persuaded one of the semi-civilized 

humans whom he had befriended to come and 
free his canine comrads. This the little tot did. 
In their flight for freedom, the black German 
shepherds trampled the little tot. The brave 
little cockerspaniel idly watched them kill his 
friend, but he and the other cockerspaniels 

still followed their colossal leaders and fought 
with them. 

Whatever was required they finally acquired. 
Yes, time recreated them ail. 



TO BE A NIGGER 

Hey whitey, 

What's a nigger 
Do you know, 
Come on whitey 

To your grandfather 
| was a slave, 

To your grandmammy 

| was a lover 

Come on whitey, 
What arn I. 

Could | be a un-h-h 
Little toy to play with 

Now this time whitey 

Your time is drawing near. 
Last night you tried to instill fear 
Sorry, you lost. 

by Fred Williams 

Shit 

enjoy us, annoy us, destroy us, abuse us, 

misuse, us, fuck us, muck us, screw us, shoo 

us, shit on us, hit on us, spit on us, and then, 

school us, fool us, and at the same time rule 

us? 

Shit, Grit!! 

Charles E. Staten 





O say, can you see 

By the dawn’s early light 

What so proudly we hail 

By the twilight’s last gleaming, 

Whose broad stripes and bright stars 

Through the perilous fight 

O’re the ramparts we watched 

Were so gallantly streaming; 

And the rockets’ red glare 

The bombs bursting in air 

Gave proof through the night 

O say, does that star-spangled banner yet wave 

O’er the land of the free 

No matter how /ong the questions, WE have the answers; 

(Do any of you respectful citizens of the United States 

know the second and third verses of your national 

anthem?) 

Wilbert L. Mickens 



TEARS OF LOVE 

The tears of love fill my face 

Crying for my manhood. 

Your love has made me a man. 

Man, men, women, woman... 

| loathe the unalterable pain and 

suffering that accompanies love; 

But without it do we believe that 

we can really love? 

Love? Wht is this demon of the heart and 

mind that we so unknowingly call love? 

Can it be ‘‘a misunderstanding between two fools?” 

| am no fool...but | love. 

| love you...you are no fool. 

Feed me, bathe me, digest me. 

As | love you, love me. 

There is something ultimate, unexplanable in true love. 

You live; alive, growing, loving. 

Without you | die, 

the death of deaths, the most horrible solitude and despair. 

Come to me, let me cleanse my aching mind 

in the sweetness of your embrace. 

| want to pour forth my problems, love, and joy into 

the fullness and strength of your warm, affectionate bosom.} 

| come to you naked, stripped of all masks, 

my entire self revealed to you. 

Accept me?! or my tears will never cease. 

Love me?! or I'll never be a real man. 

Malvin P. Barnes 



The Orgasm of Delight 

by Malvin P. Barnes 

| could see it, red and inviting. 

| stood motionless—anticipating. 
My body was flaccid, my limbs were 

limp. 

The ebb of my desires had subsided. 

Suddenly | felt the blood surging 
through my body. 

There it lay—beckoning me. 

| stood fixed in my position. 

Incapable of fulfillment. 

My muscles flexed, my heart 

throbbed. 

| approached cautiously. 

Bewildered by its beauty | faltered. 

My amazement grew to fear. 

Gently pulsating, emitting an enticing 

aroma. 
My nose quivered at the unfamiliar 

odor. 
It was refreshing—mysterious. 

| was captive to my body. 

| hesitantly advanced. 

My knees were weak. 

My eyes rested upon it. 

My knees were weak. 

My eyes rested upon it. 

Its velvet texture was visable. 

My limbs remained sleazy. 

| yearned to know its secret. 

| gazed with delight. 

Cyclops release me? 

My knees came to rest. 

Cushioned in feathers. 
My hands supported my sagging body. 

| could feel the warm blood in my 

appendages. 

| rose with interest. 

Unable to suppress the flames. 

My body grew tight. 

It kept drawing me closer. 

The fragrant substance seeped through my 

my pores. 
| sank lower. 
My body was stiff. 

| plunged deeper—searching. 

It answered my pleas by engulfing me. 

Lunge after lunge was fulfilled. 
The cavern walls were bare. 

The slimy sweat dripped from my 

carcus. 
It retreated in agony. 

The aroma was creamy. 

We understood the orgasm of 

delight. 



by Malvin P. Barnes 

The men who declare wars don’t fight them. 
Their wars are fought in air conditioned rooms, 
Behind walnut desks and high salaries. 

With pen in hand and ink as bullet, 

They wage war and decorate heroes. 

The heroes come home with mangled bodies. 
They honor the brave and mourn the dead, 

Yet they don’t stop the genocide. 

They know nothing of the front lines. 
Their lines are at unbalanced conference tables. 

The war continues. 

Take them from home, from wife, from school. 

Give them a gun and send them on their way. 

Any man? No. Just the young able ones. 

Take the prime of this country and sent them 
To their slaughter—one way or another. 
All the soldiers are dead. 

Their bodizs and minds and souls have been destroyed. 

The prisons are filled with men who have killed, 

These men are free—free from the scars of war. 

Tell us why we are fighting? 

We want to know why and for what our lives are spent. 

Your sons and daughters are sanctioned. 
We pay you to protect us—not just yours. 
Send'a man to the moon. 
Send strong men to war to return as feeble-minded boys. 

Going to the moon won't help console 
The young widows, fatherless children, and mouring 

parents. 
Making progress with lies, killing young men who 

Don’t know exactly what they are dying for. 

A man would die to see his family safe and free. 

Can you convince this country that they are in danger? 

Place stronger warnings on cigarette packs; Caution: 

Cigarette smoking may be hazardous to your health. 
War kills too! 

But do you place more stringent laws on the 

Declaration of wars? No. 
Do you send your sons to the battle infested hells? No. 

No! No! No! 



Smoke a million cigarettes before you die 
For someone elses glory. 

We are not going to kill and be killed to 
Perpetuate your selfish motives. 
Raise your salaries again and again. 
Fight your own wars. 
No. | am not going to leave my wife and child 

To die for something | don’t have. 
Blood is thicker than water. 
The water in your heart doesn’t insure the blood in 

my body. 

My child will have a father, my wife will not be 

Victim to your warped ideals. 

If you are fighting for the world to be free, 
Remember that charity begins at home. 
Home is where the soldiers need to be. 
Clean your own back yard before you knock at my 

front door. 
The world is to be free when | can decide 
Whether | will go to war. 
The war continues. 

Cad 

ec a ae we 

The hatred grows and the young will rebel. 

Try to silence us... 

To hell with you and your wars. 

Don’t lose face in the world. 
This country is still suffering from its growing pains. 
People listen to your master’s call, 
But heed only your heart's muffled refrain. 
Call us communists, traitors, or call us fools, 

But don’t use the draft to make us sacrificial tools. 

The men who declare wars don’t fight them. 
industry make your profit while you can. 
Leave your walnut desks and drop your feathered pens, 

Come down from the moons of your mind to reality. 
Save the strong so that peace may prosper. 
For when this country is sapped of its youth and vitality 

The men who declare wars will fight them all a/one. 



Be Black, Black People 

There was a time 

not long ago 

| was considered 

a nig-er-row 

There was a time 

t used to hide, 

From my color 

layed it aside. 

There was a time 

| used to dress 

Just like charlie 

it was the best 

There was a time 

| used to talk 

There was a time 

my name was boy 

This | know 

| could never enjoy 

| played the role 

just for a while 

But now the role 

is out of style 

Now | know 

my skin is Black 

It makes me proud 

to know this fact 

| shall be Black 

through thick & thin 

| know someday 

Black will win 

It didn’t take long 

to write these lines 

| hope that | 

have stirred your minds 

Black people my people 

I’M trying to say 

You're Black and Beautiful 

Damn it act that way 

o.k. 

«| 

Brother Bush 



WHITE BOY 

Boy, yeah you 

Nigger Boy 

Why do you 

stand so tall 

Can your life 

absent of joy 

Be the cause 

cf my fall 

Now you see 

white boy 

my joy 

SOLUTIONS 

Resolving is not solving, 

My race has no ‘place.’ 

Teased, scorned, and castrated,’ 

Lynched and degraded. 

Slow down my pace! 

My identity is starving 

The days for talking are gone. 

Your mind must get right 

Else fires will light the night. 

A threat, | make non; 

But equality | want some. 

The greatness of your country 

Only through us will come!!! 

HISTORY BOOK 

If history turns your heart to rage, 

time now to turn the page; 

But you only see another Black face, 

time now to speed your pace. 

Be not afraid of what we've become, 

you knew our day would come. 

by Malvin P. Barnes 
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The people tive a life for all 

Me am not a people 

In this land of freedom so they call 

Me in the end equal 

DESTRUCTION Kind docile meek 
If the shoe fits Only for this week 

wear It Violent demanding wild 
If the round splits Till be an American child 

square it 

When the wind blows 

enjoy it 

When the black glows Beware 

ignore it | on whom this country was built 

Beware 

When my strong suffering back does wilt... 



rumination BLACK 
To be Black 
is like trying to build a house 

in another man’s yard 
while he keeps knocking it down. 

It is ... “impossible?”’ 

America is his yard; 

And | have no yard. 

For he has brought me here 

and stood me behind his house, 

smiling his wicked smile. 

He gave ine lumber and paper nails 

and said that | am a man...now, 

and that | can build my own house 

since he is a man and he has done it. 

But he had his own yard 

and nails of iron 

and no-one, no-one, to Knock down his 

house-with-paper-nails. 

Yet he says | can do it; he did it; 

It is the same. Is it the same? 

—Ndugu Farasi 

Black and white are the same. 

Are they? We are people, 

but is it the same? 

Is white black? Is black white? 

Is night day? Is day night? 

Mine is...because to be Black 

is to be in darkness with wet matches 

given by white-liberal “’friends’”’ 

who “‘understand”that matches can make light. 

So | wait for my matches to dry 

And finatly the matches dry 
and refuse to light. 

And | think: Perhaps | waited too long. 

Perhaps | should not have been su patient. 

Perhaps | should have tried somethi.g else, 

and tried something else—and failed, 

frustrated... as always, frustrated. 

Then | think: | have to have 

my own yard and my own matches. 

And it will be take or beg from now own. 





Stranger in Darkness 

And | was a stranger in darkness. 

My ass dragging a premonition of the past 
To remember an already forgotten future. 
Enigmatic phrases concealed my thoughts 

As the blackness veiled my countenance. 
And | groped, unseen and unseeing 

Contemplating the fear that so bound me, 
Infused by those who owned the light— 

as we own the night. 

Only then | perceived the worth of the shroud. 
The power of Darkness to shut out fear, 
To shut out selfishness and loneliness, 
To shut suffering and injustice, 
To shut out lies, hatred, and strife, 

To shut out all but death. 
While death could be a comfort to 
A stranger who walked in search of light. 
But | am no more a stranger. 

| walk the night in peace. 

This darkness is my homeland; 

This Blackness is my face. 

—Ndugu Farasi 



Just Give Me the Chance 

| was born in a cellar below the basement in a one room flat. 

They didn’t have to slap my ass to see if | was alive, 

Cause when | hit that cement floor—Damn straight | cried. 

You know that the doctor would never come in my neighborhood. 
My parents did the best they could, but | still have to live with 

a smashed head. 

The strees were dirt and when it rained there won't no place for 

it to drain. 

By the time | was two | looked like | was pregnant. 
My stomach was swollen from malnutrition, but | was no different from 

any other kid in my nieghborhood. 
| thought that the whole world was the same until we stole a TV in 1963. 

| detested my torn and shabby clothes and wanted shoes like in 

the magazines. 

One day me and some of the guys went across the railroad tracks. 
We had never seen paved streets or big white houses with stone columns. 

It didn’t take very long for me to rationalize that they were all rent 

collectors. 

Blue eyes and pale skin, the Sealy time I’d ever seen them was when the 

bills were due. 
Just like a child | wanted what | saw and | didn’t think it was 

too hard to get. 

One day my mother told me the facts of life—l was black and they 

was white. 
And if | wanted to be something I'd have to stay in my place and act right. 
But I’m thirty-four now and | ain’t got nothing yet. 

I’m going to move out of that nasty cellar if you'll just give me 
the chance. 



I’m forty now and my son was born in that same stagnant cellar. 

The advice was strong and | stayed in my place and been good. 
But now | know that all those warnings were wrong. 
Good niggers don’t live any longer than the rest. 
| done got all the grease out of my hair and | don’t ever read them signs. 

The streets still aren’t paved But | don’t intend to let my son live and 
learn in the same old school. 

My patience has run out, and | can’t wait for what | know to be mine. 

| know that | can’t read very well, but that’s the way it was 
planned. 

When | was young | didn’t know any better, just like my father | was 

scared. 
They led me to believe that to get something all you had to do was be 

good and ask. 
Now they whisper in my ear “‘be patient it’s going to take some time.” 
Like hell it will, we all know that they don’t want things to change. 

Don’t look at me strange when | burn and loot, | got nothing to lose. 
Maybe | won't live to be forty-one, maybe | make it to forty-two. 
| ain’t going to beg and plead any more. And your chance has passed. 
Be good and stay in your place and | might even answer when you plead 

“just give me the chance.” 

By Malvin Barnes 



BLACK 

BLACK 

Ceasing to shake hands with Ignorance 

And following the leader, Intelligence 

My man is emerging from the cave of affliction 

Where the stalactites of servitude have fallen freely upon him 

And where he has been forced to sit upon the stalagmites of poverty 

With head bowed reverantly over the stench from the dung of his inhibiting oppressor 

My man is emerging to change the day of white good 

And the night of black evil to a day of black power 

And a night of black justice. My man refuses to emerge 

White on Black, rather, he is destined to emerge— 

Black on Black. 

Black on Black and the cave is sealed— 

Black on Black and opportunity is for real— 

Black on Black, and my man is a Man— 

Black on Black, and my man stands 

Righteously grand without slack — 

All is Black on Black! 

Clarence G. Newsome 
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